


‘Bui, My heart will figh when I mifcall it lb, 

Which finds it an inforced pilgrimage* 

Cjamt, The fullen pallage of thy wearie fteps 
Efteeme afoyle wherein thou art to fet. 

The precious Ievvell of thy home returne. 

Bnl. Nay rather cuery tedious ftride I make, 

Will butremember me what deale of world 
I wander from the lewels chat I loue. 

Muft I notferue along apprentifhood 
To forren palfagcs,and in the end, 

Hauingmy freedome,boall pf nothing elfe. 

But that 1 was a tourney-man to griefe l 

Gaunt. All places that the eie of heauen vifitcs s 
Are to a wife man ports and happy kauens. 

T each thy ncceffitie to reafon thus. 

There is no venue likeneceflitie : 

Thinke not the King did banifli thee 
Butthou the King, who doth the hcauierfit, 

Where it perceiues it is but faintly borne : 

Go, fay I lent thee foorth to purchafe honour 3 . 

And not the King exilde thee i orfuppofc 
Deuouringpeftilence hangs in our aire, 

And thou art flying to a ffefher clime : 

Looke what thy foule holds deare, imagine it 
Toly that way thougoeft, not whence thou comeftt 
Suppofe the flnging birdsMufmons, 

The gralfe whereon thpu trcadft,the prefence Arowde, 
The flowers, faireLadies, and thy Heps, no more 
Then a delightfull meafiire,or a daunce, 

For gnarlingforrovv hath letfe power to bite 
The man thatmockes at it and fets it light. 

Bui. Oh who can hold afier in his hand, 

By thinking on the frofty Gaucafus ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feafl i 
Or wallow naked in December fnow, 

By thinkingon fantafttcklummers heat t 
Oh no, the apprehenfipn of the good 
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Giuebut the greater feeling to the worie i v 

Fcllforrowes tooth doth neuer rancle more ' 

Then when it bites, but lancheth not the foare. 

Gaunt. Come come my fonne, He bring thee on thy way 
Had I thy youth and caufe, I Would nor flay. 

Bui* ThenEnglands ground farevwll, fweetfoileadiew, 
My Mother and my Nurfe that beares rneyet. 1 
Where ere I wander, boaft ofthisl can. 

Though baniiht yet a trueborne Englilhman. Extant* 

Enter the Kingmth Bujhie, &c*at onedore* and the 
Lord Aumer lent the other* 

King. Wccdidobferue,Coofin Humerle^ 

How farre broughtyou highHcrford on his way? 

’ Aunt. I brought high Herford, ifyoucallhimfo. 

But to the next high way,and there Ileft him. 

King. And fay, what {tore of parting teares were flted ? 
Aum. Faith none for me, except the Northcait winde, 
Which then blew bitterly againft our face, 

Awakt the fleepie rewme, and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. 

King, Whatfaid your Coofin when you parted with him 
Au, Farewell, & for my heart difdained that my tongue 
{hould fo prophane the word that taught me craft, 

T o counterfaite opprefsion of filch griefe, 

• That words feemd buried in my forrowes graue : 

Marry would the word farewell haue lengthnedhoures. 
And added yeeres to his fhort banifhment. 

He (hould haue had a volume of farewels 
But fince it would not, he had none of me. 

King. He is our Coofins Coofin, biittis doubt, 

When time lhall call him home from banifhment, 

Whetherour kinftnan cometo feehisfrtends* 
OurfelfeandBufhie, 

Obferued his courtfliip to theconunon peopltj 

How he did feeme to diue into their hearts, 

With humble and; familiar curtefie, 

With teuerence he did throw away or flaucs, ns . : 1 A 
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